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By  L.  T.  Me.\df.  and  Robert  Eustace.  Told  by  I’aul  Cato. 
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“  He  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  whole  thing,” 
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“  Of  course  not.  By  the  way,  we  seem  to 
be  doomed  to  have  old  patients  tack  again. 
I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Lady 
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control.  Her  mind  is  perfectly  balanced  ; 

f^irtirHSi^S'E 

”4-"r3.‘'“‘""“-'''"'”“ 

„:E£:2  £:■““"— "‘" 

my  confidence-may  I  ?’■  _  '  ,  ,  Somethfirg  must  be  done  immediately,  so  I 
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Dr.  Cato,  you  must  have  heard  of  this 
enormous  onyx,  on  which  are  two  priceless 

emeralds,  sapphires,  all  of  enormous  value, 
are  richly  em^dded.  The  casket  was  fought 
for,  struggled  for,  and  lost  again  and  again 
as  far  back  as  in  the  time  of  the  Crusades. 
How  it  got  into  the  Hampton  family  remains 

“  But  surely  Lady  Helen  will  redeem  it  ?  ” 
“  Never,”  he  said,  softly.  He  came  up  to 
me  almost  on  tiptoe,  held  out  his  hand,  said 
good-bye,  and  left  me. 

That  evening,  before  retiring  to  rest,  I  had 
a  word  or  two  with  Chetwynd. 

said.  “  Don  Santos  has  been  your  patient 
once  again  :  do  you  still  suspect  him  of  foul 
play  in  the  matter  of  Ingram?” 


view  with  Mrs.  Ingram ;  she  interests  me 
profoundly.” 

“  Well,  I  have  something  to  say,”  I  con- 
at  Roe  House  to-morrow  evening.  I  have 

“  The  deuce  you  have  !  ”  lie  cried,  springing 
to  his  feet.  “  Are  you  mad  ?  ” 

“  I  hope  not ;  and,  by  the  way,  the  man’s 

has  promised  to  refund  Mrs.  Ingram  some 
of  the  money  which  her  son  paid  for  the 
necklace.” 

Chetwynd  looked  grave  and  anxious. 

“  I  wish  you  would  not  go  to  Roe  House,” 
he  said,  earnestly. 

I  laughed. 

“  Really,  Chetwynd,”  I  answered,  “  I  shall 


the  murder  of  John  Ingram  almost  day 
and  night,  and  I  now  hold  a  theory  too 
fantastic  to  divulge.  This  theory  is  founded 
on  a  single  point.  It  is  this  :  As  I  looked  at 
poor  Ingram’s  dead  body  that  morning  last 
autumn,  I  saw  adhering  to  his  coat  a  good 

surrounding  Don  Santos’s  house.  This 


a  fir  tree,  for  he  could 

the  small  branches.’ 

“Climbed  a  fir  tn 
I  asked. 


?  What  on  earth  foi 


jit  Roe  House  ?  ” 

“  Certainly.” 

“  In  spite  of  my  telling  you  frankly  th 


jr  friendly  warning.” 


On  the  contrary,  I  consider  that  your  visit 
may  be  of  the  utmost  use  to  me.  Go  and 
do  exactly  what  Don  Santos  asks  you.  If 
he  requests  you  to  dine  to-morrow  night, 
humour  him.  I  shall  also  go  to  Wimbledon 
to-morrow  ;  we  will  force  his  hand.” 


il  the  1 


house 
“Not  I. 

moment  that  i  am  on  the  premises.  My 
dear  fellow,  of  one  thing  I  am  certain— 

^ot  murdered  on  the  common  ?  But  he 
was  found  there.  How  did  he  get  there  ?  ” 
“'i'hat,”  replied  Chetwynd,  “is  what  you 
and  I  have  got_  to  discover,  and  to-morrow 
night,  too.  It  is  a  risk — are  you  prepared  to 


Lady  Helen  returned  with  the 
and  put  it  into  my  hands,  a 
at  eight  o’clock  on  the  following  evening 
arrived  at  Roe  House,  carrying  the  treasur 
with  me.  The  moment  I  rang  the  bell  th 
door  was  opened  by  1  )on  Santos  ’  ‘ 

“Well,”  he  . . 


d,  eagerly,  “ 


e  you  got 


jr  for  them  early 
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“Oh,  money  is  of  so  little  value,"  she 
continued,  “  and  yet  what  tragedies  it  causes ; 
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he  and  I  had  first  met.  He  I 
love  with  me,  and  had  even  mentioned  the 
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tory,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  servants  as  I  passed 
him. 
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I^opened  the  door;  he  ™s  half  sitting  up 
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”°“I,ie"doLrShrrein,  lie  down,”  I  said. 
“A  dream  is  but  a  dream,  remember.  It 

But  hdoes}  he'^whispered,  “and  I  think 
Kort  must  *  .  -  .. 
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only  lie  down  and  remain  quiet  I  will 
go  and  see  and  bring  you  word.” 

“  You  will  ?  You  pro¬ 
mise?”  he  cried.  “You 
would  not  break  your  word 

“  1  would  break  my 

answered.  “Trust  me, 
Sherwin.  I  will  go 
down  as  quickly  as  pos- 

*°I°^left  the  room, 
resolving  to  visit  the 
laboratory,  ascertain  for 
myself  that  Sherwin’s 
wild  words  were  the 
mere  hallucination  of 
his  brain,  and  then 
s^nd  the  rest  of  the 
night  by  the  dying 
man’s  side.  Crossing 
the  hall  I  opened  a 
door  leading  to  the 
laboratory  steps  and 
went  quickly  down. 

paused,  stopped,  and 


“  You  have  had  a  nightmare,”  I  answered  ; 
“  there  is  nothing  to  see.  The  sapphire  is 
perfectly  safe.” 


Kort  would  stop  at  nothing— nothing— and 
Banpfylde  is  his  tool.  I  feel  it— I  am  cer¬ 
tain  of  it.  Oh,  Dr.  Cato,  won’t  you  have 
pity  on  me?  Will  you  not  go  downstairs  and 
find  out  for  yourself  if  the  safe  is  untampered 


SANCTUARY 


sssmuiP^ 

'  '  "  -  ■  -  T1  asthma—  To  my  astonishmen  ” 


STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


By  L.  T. 


SANCTUARY 


OF  THE  SANCTUARY  CLUB. 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


2HE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


OF  THE  SANCTUARY  CLUB. 


STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


SANCTUARY  CLUB. 


=  1  = 


STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


Stories  of  the  Sanctuary  Club. 


STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


“Can  you  be  surprised?”  I  answered;  glad  to  admit  him  as  a  member. 
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Sanctuary  Club.  Go,  nry  dear  nradanr,  you 


Club?”  she  said.  She  looked  round  her 
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top  of  a  chair  which  stood  near.  “  I  told  rooms?  Are  we  not  in  Vienna  ? ’’ 
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